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barrassed. At last, on the 7th of August, the affair was
finally accommodated through the intercession of Mon-
seigneur. The Grand Prieur demanded pardon of the
Prince de Conti in the presence of his brother, M. de
Vendome, who was obliged to swallow this bitter
draught, although against his will, in order to appease
the Princes of the blood, who were extremely excited.

Nearly at the same time, that is to say, on the 2gth
of May, in the morning Madame de Saint-Simon was
happily delivered of a child. God did us the grace to
give us a son. He bore, as I had, the name of Vidame
of Chartres. I do not know why people have the fancy
for these odd names, but they seduce in all nations, and
they who feel the triviality of them, imitate them. It
is true that the titles of Count and Marquis have fallen
into the dust because of the quantity of people without
wealth, and even without land, who usurp them; and
that they have become so worthless, that people of qual-
ity who are Marquises or Counts (if they will per-
mit me to say it) are silly enough to be annoyed if
those titles are given to them in conversation. It is
certain, however, that these titles emanated from landed
creations, and that in their origin they had functions
attached to them, which they have since outlived. The
vidames, on the contrary, were only principal officers
of certain bishops, with authority to lead all the rest
of their seigneurs' vassals to the field, either to fight
against other lords, or in the armies that our kings
used to assemble to combat their enemies before the
creation of a standing army put an end to the employ-
ment of vassals (there being no further need for them),
and to all the power and authority of the seigneurs.